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Seed 
''. .. holding in her hollowed hands a beautiful, banal~ 
Eden-red apple." - Vladimjr Nabokov 
Cve given you nine months 
to coax me out of the foeta1 position. 
Nine months to grow 
large and sticky against my palm. 
Cross my palm with silver. 
Start over in the moonlit car park. 
ln the park. 
lhis time you have eaten me alive. 
I look for a chj Id. 
An 'Isobel' who reminds you 
of your mot her. 
I wi l1 pour gin down her throat 
to stop her crying. 
No gripe water. 
Maybe absinthe 
because it reminds me 
of Granny Smith a pp] es -
of the tiny ribbon of green 
drd ing the tiny hemispheres 
at the end of my core. 
"The end. 
l can,t be there for you anymore. 
I can't make your day more palatable. 
I can't wait for you to cut your teeth -
on my unmarked flesh. 
Jam planting an apple tree. 
The possibiJities are endless. 
Cassandra Atherton 
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